LIFE'S  LANDMARKS

What is the loveliest thing I see

At every winter's end ?
A snow-drop shaking frail and free

As windy hare-bells bend.

What is the sweetest song I hear
Each spring from mating birds ?

'Tis songs of Hope and warming cheer
Beyond the need of words!

What is the finest sight I know

Of summer's rich array ?
The ripened harvest's golden glow,

Like man in his heyday.

What comforts most at autumn's close

When year is at the fall ?
The flaming leaves that prelude snows

Of sleep which folds us all.
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